The Universal Provider

" We sat facing each other. He said, * What can I do for
you? '  I said, c I believe I am right in stating that a son is
speaking to his father? ' He said, c Is that so? And when
did you see me last? '   I mentioned a circumstance that I
used to live at Greville Road.   I said I had seen him there.
Mr Whiteley said, c What can I do for you ?'   I men-
tioned the desperate straits I was in, my wife's condition. I
made no proposition as to monetary help from him at the
time.  After further conversation, and as I was not getting
much nearer to the object of my visit, I put it to him,c Can
you assist me in any way ? '   Mr Whiteley said, c I cannot
recall the past/ or words to that effect.  He also said,c It is
all very fine, but there are two sides to every question,' and
that I had only heard one side.  Mr Whiteley then asked if
I would like to go abroad.   I said that needed capital. He
said, c Many young fellows go abroad and do well without
having started with capital.   I should advise you to go to
the Salvation Army.5 I was very much nettled at this, seeing
so little sentiment, and I had a considerable revulsion of
feeling in my mind.   I said, * Do you absolutely refuse to
help me, either in kind or in  employment?'  He said,
c Yes.'  c Then,' I said, ' I must tell you I have made up my
mind to blow my brains out if I am unsuccessful.'  Mr
Whiteley said, ' Don't talk so silly! '  I produced a revolver
and put it to my head.   He said, c Put that thing down! *
And I put it behind my back.   My head was in a whirl I
still had a feeling of revulsion in my mind that he should
have treated me so badly, and I thought, if he is not amen-
able to sentiment and sense of duty, he may be amenable to
a sense of fear; and I made up my mind to play that last
card, with no intention of carrying it into effect.

" So I put the revolver back in my pocket and tore two
leaves out of a pocket-book and started to write. Mr
Whiteley sat opposite me. He got up and went to the door.
I said,c Won't you wait? * But he took no notice. My head
was in a state of blankness, and I did not know what to
do, having practically condemned myself to death. I got
up and opened the door to see what had become of Mr
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